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kinfolks." Mama's voice got louder, and she beat the bread dough harder. F l i g h t t o O b s c u r i t y 
pounding it down on the counter. (continued) 
" Y eah , but sometimes when a man's mind goes, even kinfolks can't do 
anything with him or for h i m . " Daddy poured some coffee into my milk and 
gave me a good-morning pat. 
1 wondered if anyone else would ever live in Jack ie ' s shack as I watched 
Mama cut out biscuits. T h e plain, flat dough was left in little d iamond shapes 
when she lifted out the circles. 
"Everything changes . " Mama wiped her hands on her apron. " G r a n d m a 
Hodge says that Jack i e was once an up and comin ' young man . H e used to 
write for the newspaper in Albertville; even wrote poetry. She said the war 
ruined h i m . " 
Mama leaned against the counter and rested her back. 
"People here thought Jack i e would always be around. I guess he lived like he 
wanted to, though. H e didn't work for nobody, and I don't guess he had any 
bills to pay, either." 
I tried to think of Jack ie wearing an army uniform or even a tie. 
"1 don't think Jack i e ever did any of those things," I mumbled and glanced at 
Mama. She was busy setting the table. 
Daddy was standing at the back door staring off into the woods where he and 
Trouble went hunting sometimes. 
I moved over beside h im. 
"Daddy, I don't think Jack i e ever wrote any poetry, do y o u ? " 
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